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And What Would They Do? 


And What Would They Do? 
| looked up at the ceiling of my room with wide, unblinking eyes and listened to the soft, soothing patter of 
Indiana rain against my window. 


It was a Thursday night and | had just gotten underneath the covers of my bed without even bothering to 


change my clothes. Ready to pass out for a good twelve hours until sunrise. 

| always loved the night. | could have peace and quiet and time to myself, without disturbance. It was a time to 
be alone with my thoughts and with myself. A time to reminisce about the day's achievements and wonder if 
tomorrow will match up. 


| turned over on my side to get a look at the digits on the clock. 


1:58 p.m. 


Another two more minutes and he'd be here. Just another two minute's 

Of course, there was another reason why | liked the nights too. 

They were sensual. 

Night's the time when drunken teens fuck in the back alley of a malodorous club; and the florescent, neon 
lights of strip clubs come alive and are filled with sweaty, horny guys that drool at the mouth over naked, 
unattainable women. 

Nighttime is the time for sex.. 

There was a patter on my window, louder than the rain. 

| turned and looked at the clock again, squinting my eyes against the darkness of my room to see the figures. 


12:01 am. 


| smiled, swinging my legs out of the bed and making my way slowly over to the window, pulling the curtain to 


the side to look out at the black night. 
| stared down into my garden and smiled at the familiar silhouette that | had grown used to over the years. 
It was Bill 


He came over here every night at around the same time. 


He'd made a habit out of it over the duration of our friendship and it had become a type of traditional union 
between us both. 


He'd come to my house at around midnight every night and he'd throw stones at my window until | answered 


his call. Then he'd climb up onto my roof and slink in through the window that I'd always open for him. 


He'd stay with me until morning. Usually he'd sleep on the floor of my room, but sometimes- if the night was 
extremely cold- I'd let him slip into bed with me, and we'd sleep against each other until the early sunrise; 


then he'd leave to go back home so as not to be found missing. 


| shook my head at him as he grinned up at me from the garden, hugging himself tightly and squinting his eyes 
against the belting rain. 


| opened the window, and quick as a flash he'd already began his ascent up the wall of my house; placing his 
foot on the drainpipe outside my bedroom window and hoisting himself up to grab hold of the windowsill. He 
pulled himself in and fell to the floor clumsily. 


| laughed as he picked himself up and chuckled into the sleeve of his red jumper. 

It wasn't like him to chuckle. Not at all like him.. 

But after a few seconds my thinking was shattered as Bill's laughter began to grow louder. 

| put my finger to my lips and gestured for him to shut up. 

"Shut the Hell up, Bill," | hissed, making my way over to my door and closing it before crossing the room to 
flop down on the bed,"! swear, one of these days my parents are going to catch on that you're here. This 
morning my dad asked me if | was talking to myself last night! You're so fucking loud, man," | said, swiping my 


hair back with my hand and folding my legs on the sheet-thin duvet underneath me. 


He smiled mischievously, shoving his hands into the pockets of his jeans while shaking long, reddish strands of 
hair out of his eyes and licking his lips slowly. 


| watched him as he sauntered around my room and lifted up little trinkets into his long delicate fingers; 


inspecting them thoroughly before putting them neatly back on the shelves again. 
My eyes widened as he opened one of my drawers and peered in 


He looked over at me with raised eyebrows and broke out in a little laugh. He reached into the drawer and 


lifted out a tube of crimson-red, oil lipstick. 
He twisted it around his fingers elegantly and peered at me with wide eyes. 
| laughed, " What? " 


"Jeffery Isbell..is this yours? You kinky little shit," Bill smiled, slinking over to me and holding up the alleged 
tube on front of my eyes. 


"No!" | blurted, knotting my eyebrows and folding my arms stubbornly. 
He raised an eyebrow at me, still holding up the tube. 
| knew he didn't believe me. 


"Fuck off!" | hissed, reaching out to snatch the lipstick from his hand. But he backed away quickly- pulling it out 


of my reach. 


‘Izzy, its OK if you're queer," Bill sneered, twisting the bottom of the tube so that the oily red head popped up 
from inside, "But you should really hide the evidence better." 


He grinned. 


"I bet you'd look really hot with this on Jeff, too," he said sarcastically, biting his bottom lip before turning 


around towards the mirror in the corner of the room and leaning down to look into it. 
| smirked, 
"Yeah, and you think /m queer..." | muttered. 


| watched as he dragged the lipstick slowly over his bottom lip; careful not to get it over his natural lip line, 
before drawing back and moving up to colour the top lip. 


He turned to me. Eyes wide and lips a horrifying, luminous red. 
He grinned, white teeth glowing against crimson lips. 


"What do you think?" He asked, walking over and throwing the tube of lipstick into the air and letting it land 


down beside me on the bed. 

| nodded, cocking my head to the side to inspect him and leaning back further. 

"You look like a hooker," came my well-thought-of response. 

His eyes diluted and he shifted his weight from one foot to the other, causing his hip to jut out to the side. 


"Yeah and I'm sure you looked like a complete stunner when you put this shit on, you fag," he muttered, 


flopping down beside me on the bed and lying down, spreading his arms out like wings on the covers and sighing. 
| shifted backwards until my back hit the headboard. 

"So..." | said, smiling down at him, "l'm tired." 

He shifted onto his side, leaning on his elbow and staring up at me with wide, vivid green eyes. 

| reached out and gently swept my hand over his flop of red hair, brushing it out of his eyes. 


"Dude, knock it of fl" Bill snapped, brushing my hand away and slapping together his lips to try and reduce the 


horrible, slippery oil covering his mouth. 
| rolled my eyes and reeled over on the bed, pointing my back towards him. 


He hated it when | did that. 


He said it felt like | was shutting him out, or dejecting him or something. 


Bill could never stand the thought of rejection. Could never deal with the fact that somebody he had 
befriended or somebody he cared about would shut him out like he didn't matter. 


After a few minutes | felt his cold, icy fingers lock around my arm. 
"Jeff?" he whispered, "Don't turn away." 
| sighed, shaking my head slightly against my pillow and slowly twisting my body around to face him. 


His face was practically pressed against my own as | fixed my body to point his direction He was lying down 
opposite me, his hand still locked to my wrist while his fingers drummed against my side. 


"Hey," | grinned, finding it unnaturally funny that his face was so close to mine. 
"Hi," he smiled back, eyelids heavy and amorous looking. 


My eyes glided down to his other hand that was lying on the bed before flicking back up to his pale, white 


complexion again. 
He was so unusual. 


He had these wide, passionate eyes that burned so brightly like emerald fires that danced in the pits of Hell, 


surrounded by a fringe of thick black lashes that curled up in quite a feminine manner. 


But | guess everything about Bill was feminine. From his unusually thin frame to his sharp little nose and red, 
pouted lips. 


He felt like a woman Too. 


His thin, slender body fitted so perfectly against mine, and his long, delicate arms felt so good wrapped around 


me. Just like a woman's should. 

Except he wasn't a woman, was he? 

No, he was a boy. A young, seventeen year old teenager and my best friend; with a father that would kill him 
if he even thought for one second that his little, choirboy son was lying in his best friend's bed with ruby-red 


lipstick on. 


"So, are you going to get the fuck out of my bed and lie down on the floor, or what?" | smirked, running my 
hand up his side and up his neck to his hair; tangling my fingers around a thick mass of the reddish-chestnut 


mane. 


He knotted his eyebrows at me, closing his eyes and wrapping his arm around my waist, pulling me close to 


him and burying his face against my neck. 


"m up here for the night, dude," he muttered, moving his hand up my side and dragging my shirt up with it 
so that his cold hands were pressed against my torso. 


"What're you doing?" | asked innocently. 

He grinned wide like a naughty little child and shifted his hand up and along my ribs. 

"You're so fucking skinny," he mused, pulling up my shirt and looking at my chest. 

| shoved him away, "Bill, fuck off!" | hissed, "I's fucking cold. If you don't cut it out people will hear us." 

A shadow passed over his face as he stared at me. 

The cheeky smile was gone and all that was left was a vulnerable, sad expression 

His lips were still a deep burgundy red and his eyes glittered against the darkness of the room. 

Now that everything had gone quiet | could hear the patter of the rain outside again It hadn't stopped. But 
then again, it probably would be on for the entire night. Rain in Indiana hardly ever stopped once it started. It 
just went on and on for the entire night or day and soaked the ground. 

But | don't care much.. 

| like the rain, 

There was a long stretch of time when neither Billy nor me did anything. Just lay in each other's arms in 
silence; He was drumming his fingers against my side and | was fumbling with strands of his hair between my 
fingers. 

We were two teenager's- alone in the dark. 

| felt Bill shifting his body closer to mine as the springs on the bed began to give-way underneath me. 

| could feel his breath on my face; warm and tinged with the faint smell of alcohol and chewing gum. 


My heart was pounding in my chest and the pulse in my neck was running wild. 


| gulped. 


And then, all of a sudden, Bill's lips were on my own. His mouth pressed, warm and tightly against mine as his 


hand found its way into my hair. 

At first | didn't know what to do. | was torn between the idea of pushing him away and pulling him closer. 

My mind was frenzied. | knew that what we were doing wasn't right and yet my body sensed nothing wrong. 
Not to mention the fact that every sense and nerve in me had become hypersensitive, each touch driving me 
wild inside- like a caged animal raging to be free. 

| had only kissed a girl once in my lifetime and it felt nothing like this. 

Not half as heated or passionate, and nowhere near as good. 

| stroked his hair as he slowly pulled away from me and laid his head on the pillow. 


My mouth remained opened- stunned. 


Bill and | were always very friendly- physically and emotionally. Always very close in terms of our relationship, 


and now | was just so.. confused. 
What did this make us? What did this make him? 

What would the kids at school say? 

Oh Jesus, if they ever found out Bill and | would just be two bloody pulps on the school ground 


‘Faggots. Fucking queer assholes! How many times have you sucked each other off in your room, Isbell? Eh? How 
many times have you both fucked? You disgusting freaks! " 


| could hear their voices in my head. They had done it to other kids before, and they'd do it to us if they 
found out. 


But they wouldnt find out, would they? Bill wouldn't tell them and | wouldn't tell them either, so we'd be safe. 
But these things get around.some way or another, they do. 

And, by the tenseness of Bill's body against the bed, | knew he was thinking the same thing. 

| gulped, taking my hand from Bill's hair and wrapping my arms tightly around his torso. 


"Bill." | whispered, pulling him in tighter to me, "You can't come over here anymore..." 


It was just one sentence but it meant so much more. Behind that one sentence was a whole variety of 
meanings. It didn't just mean he couldn't come over to my house anymore. It meant he couldn't touch me 


anymore, hug me anymore and he couldn't wrestle me whenever he wanted to try out moves that he'd seen 


on the TV. We couldn't do anything like that because it would just be too awkward. 
Neither one of us wanted to deal with the pressure of being found out. 


There was a moment of silence when the world seemed to shift from underneath us both and we were left in 


a timeless void 

But eventually, | felt his head move up and down in a slight nod against my chest. 

"| know," he choked, voice raw in his throat. 

And with that | unravelled my arms from around him and shuffled away from his slender body. 

| laid my head down on the pillow and closed my eyes. 

"We won't ever talk about this again, OK? Never. Not even to each other. It never happened." | said. 
There was a moment of silence. 

"ll be gone by the morning," he whispered. 

| nodded; heart still beating wildly against my chest and sweat beginning to gather on my forehead. 


The last thing | heard before | fell asleep was the patter of rain against the window, and wind howling against 
the dark night sky. 


